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One 


Author's Notes: 
Happy birthday, Jimmy! :) 


To have and to hold.. 


1969. A lanky teenager with the face of an angel, a hair full of wild golden curls, and a phenomenal voice made 


his entry into Jimmy's life. Terry Reid was stark raving mad about him. 

‘Jimmy, you've got to see him! You'll thank me later." He had implored. 

Jimmy always thought very highly of Terry, but if a great singer like him turned down the proposal of joining 
his band and vehemently recommended an unknown kid from the Black Country, then Jimmy had to take a look 


for himself. 


So he went to the pub, heeding his friend's advice. A little later, this lad appeared barely out of his teens with 
the most innocent face he had ever seen. Jimmy sceptically shifted in his seat; the kid looked too soft. Maybe 


this wasn't the one Terry bantered about. However, after the kid introduced himself as Robert Plant and 
started singing, Jimmy was almost off his stool jumping in excitement, forgetting that he was a renowned ex- 
session man and any of his counterparts could be present. 


He had finally found his singer, and he was never letting go. 


eR 


From this day forward.. 


ITIO. Everything changed that night. Led Zeppelin, Jimmy's new band, was breaking all barriers known previously 


in the world of music, that too miraculously in a year. 


After that fateful meeting with Robert in 1969, his friend, John "Bonzo" Bonham joined in drums, whose 
drumming was even more menacing than a thunderstorm. From Jimmy's old session days, a friend named John 
Paul Jones picked up the bass, who was the jack of all trades. The four gems united together and went up in 


flames. 


They were tearing America apart with their heavenly jams and igniting flames in the hearts of young women 
with their immense sex appeal. As their fame skyrocketed, they reclined in the lap of luxury, which was also 
the reason of the salacious rumours of their debauchery. There would be a party at every hotel they stayed, 


with copious amounts of booze, drugs and groupies. 


Jimmy and Robert were easily chosen as the most attractive men of the band, although their appeals were 
different. Jimmy had a dark, mysterious allure about him that made girls want to delve deeper, whereas 
Robert was more obvious; he wore floral blouses that were always unbuttoned, and the tightest jeans ever, 
that shamelessly displayed his bulge. Robert was raunchy, and Jimmy was enigmatic. Robert was the light and 
Jimmy was the dark. Despite their polar opposite personalities, most people agreed that they were a match 


made in rock n' roll heaven. 


This bond between them strengthened one hedoristic night. They were staying at the infamous Riot House in 
Los Angeles, and there was a party as usual. Everyone was high out of their minds. At one point, through 

hazy eyes, Jimmy caught his sight on a blonde blur. He was so stoned that he could almost see the aura of 
that chick, which set his loins on fire. He decided that he was going to take that groupie to his room tonight. 


He woke the next morning with a killing hangover, and Robert by his side, sleeping peacefully, stark naked. He 


himself was naked as the day he was born. 
After a stage of hysteric denial, Jimmy admitted to himself that nothing would be same again for them. From 
then onwards, he could never look at Robert without being reminded of this incident. But to calm himself, 


Jimmy closed his eyes again, wishing the earth to swallow him up. 
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For better, for worse.. 


1113. Jimmy didn't know what was coming over him. He was supposed to forget the incident at the Riot House 
and move on, instead he was hopelessly falling in love with Robert. And Robert made it so easy, he still acted 
like nothing happened and that shagging your best friend is most natural. His nonchalance towards everything 
infuriated Jimmy, but he had to stay mum about it. 


Neither of them brought up the subject, even though Jimmy was hungry for one kiss, because his mind was 
obliterated that night three years ago. It hurt him to pieces wherever he saw Robert with a giggling groupie. 
He spent sleepless nights picturing how life with Robert would be together, but would end up sobbing because 
his dreams were hopeless and unattainable. 

One day, Jimmy hit the pub after spotting another girl coming out of Robert's hotel suite. He latched his 
mouth to his usual bottle of Jack, trying to dull the pain. A little while later, the familiar gorgeous voice filled 
his ears. 


"Pagey!" Robert flopped down on the stool next to Jimmy and patted his back. "Good to see you here, mate!" 


Then he began rambling about this groupie who "busted his balls twice in a row last night" and relayed a 


pornographic description of the experience. At one point, Jimmy couldn't stand it any more. 
"Fuck you and your birdl" Jimmy snapped, thrusting his bottle on the counter and stomping out of the pub. 


When he returned to his suite, Jimmy flung himself onto the king-sized bed and cried his heart out into the 


pillow. The next second, the door flew open. 

"Pagey, what's wrong?" It was Robert. His voice was laced with concern 
"GO AWAY!" 

"l'm not leaving until you tell me what's-" 


"What's wrong? lll tell you what's wrong. You. If | never met you, and you were fucking ugly, my life would be 


a whole lot better." 
"Jimmy," Robert's eyes were confused and heartbroken. "I don't understand." 
"Of course you don't" Jimmy's voice broke as tears poured down his eyes. "You make it seem so easy. You go 


around like you don't know what's been killing me the last three years. | shouldn't be in love with my best 


friend, but | am." 


Robert sighed heavily and looked sadly at Jimmy. He slowly approached and sat on the bed. He reached out his 
hand to wipe the tears from Jimmy's face. His touch was so tender that tears flowed anew, and Jimmy closed 
his eyes. 

"Why do you do this to me? | can't stand it any more." He whispered. 

"We can end it if you want to." Robert cooed. 


"What do you mean?" Jimmy opened his eyes, quizzical. 


‘| love you, too. But | thought you werent." Robert trailed off. "That's why | let go. 'm so sorry for hurting 
you." 


Jimmy stared wide-eyed at his crush for a long moment, unable to believe that his dreams came true. When 


he came back to reality, he pulled Robert on top of him for the most wonderful kiss he'd ever received. 
Somehow, Jimmy knew that everything was going to be fine, despite the odds. 
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For richer, for poorer.. 


1115. The two were entangled forever in the unbreakable bond of love. Jimmy was in the high heavens. All the 
adoration he received from his fans at every concert was nothing to Robert's love. They shared an 
understanding so finely tuned that one could read the other's mind like telepathy. Jimmy didn't mind at all to 
give access to the hidden vaults of his soul, because he had always dreamt of a lifelong companion like that, 


someone who knew him like the back of his hand. 

For the summer, they decided to go to Morocco. Robert was fascinated by its haunting desert music, and 
Jimmy shared his appreciation. They got ideas for new music that would prove fruitful for their next album. 
After returning to their hotel from an inspiring local concert, Jimmy sat at the edge of the bed, experimenting 
on his guitar with a new riff. Robert leaned against the headboard with closed eyes, listening intently. 

"Jimmy?" The guitarist snapped out of his trance and looked at Robert. 

"Why don't we start living here?" 

‘Live here?" Jimmy raised an eyebrow. 

"Yeah, look at these folks. They've roamed around in a caravan for their whole lives, with no job, no money, no 


land. And look how happy they are. They spread their happiness through music. We could be like them, too. 


Just you and me." 


"And what makes you want to be a gypsy?" Jimmy's tone was tinged with amusement, a playful smirk tugging 
at his lips. 


‘Its just that I'm bored by constantly flying and staying in hotel suites and of the whole rockstar lifestyle. | 


want to explore the world, you know I've always wanted that. That's why | come here every chance | get” 
a 

"What, you don't like the idea?" Robert asked. 

"| do," Jimmy laid his guitar on the bed and scooted into Robert's arms. "But we're gonna be poor” 

"But welll still have each other" Robert smiled Jimmy knew. 
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In sickness and in health.. 


1980. Jimmy didn't want to live to see the day Led Zeppelin ended. He couldn't imagine anything worse than 
heroin conquering himself and the nagging fear of Robert leaving him. And yet, something more devastating 
happened. Bonzo was found dead in one of Jimmy's guest rooms; he died choking on his own vomit. A numbness 
engulfed him when the news reached his ears. After a few weeks, when he was standing solemnly at the burial 
of his dear friend, he decided that he had no reason to live. There was nothing to wait for. His band was over, 


Bonzo died in his own house, Robert was on the brink of breaking up, and he was to be blamed for everything. 


Upon returning home, he went to the bathroom, found the container of sleeping pills and a bottle of Jack. He 
looked at his reflection in the bathroom mirror for the last time. His figure was thinner than a stick, his face 
was hollow and sunken, and his greasy hair had lost its glossiness long ago. What a failure he had become. He 
wondered how Robert endured him. He gulped about thirty pills with a long swig of whiskey, and descended into 
blissful oblivion. 


It seemed like an eternity had passed when he woke up. By the surroundings, he assumed he was in a hospital. 
He tilted his head and saw Robert dozing on a chair. His eyes had dark circles underneath them, and he also 


looked much older and tired. 


Then it hit Jimmy. Another failure. He couldn't even kill himself. The thought made him emit a whimper. Robert 


jerked up, and the next second Jimmy was smothered with kisses. 
"Pagey, oh God." Robert rasped between kisses. 


"l'm so sorry. | couldn't take it any longer. | thought you were gonna leave me." Jimmy sobbed. 


"Love, whatever gave you that idea?" 


"Ie become such a m-mess," Jimmy sputtered, fat tears rolling down his cheeks. "It's the heroin. | can't 


control it." 
"Then I'll help you come clean" Robert held his face and kissed his forehead. 
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To love and to cherish.. 

1995. Something was on with Robert. Jimmy searched for reasons why his long-time boyfriend was pampering 
him today, but he came up with none. It was neither his birthday, nor Christmas, nor Valentine's Day, nor their 
anniversary. It was a completely insignificant day of the 365 days of the year. 

The day began with amazing morring sex, which wasn't unusual. Then Robert surprised Jimmy at breakfast 
with not one, not two, but three gifts: a silver bracelet with intricate patterns, a bottle of his favourite 
jasmine cologne he used to use twenty years ago, and a heart-shaped box of his favourite chocolate. 

"Wow, | thought these were out of production" Jimmy said, indicating the cologne. 

"Do you like it?" Robert grinned expectantly. 

‘Of course | do," Jimmy beamed. "But what's the occasion?" 

"No occasion" Robert smiled. 

The spoiling wasn't over yet. Robert wouldn't let Jimmy do any household work, and he took his lover out for 
lunch. Afterwards, they spent the whole afternoon walking hand in hand, Robert whispering sweet nothings in 
Jimmy's ear. People did recognize them, and weren't surprised because they had already announced their 
relationship a few years after Led Zeppelin disbanded. When they were passing by a fashion house, a beautiful 
leather jacket on display caught Robert's eye. 

"That would look so good on you." He nudged Jimmy in the elbow. 


"But I'd look awkward. I'm way past my prime, Robert" Jimmy rolled his eyes lovingly. 


‘Oh hush," Before Jimmy could rein his overly affectionate boyfriend in, Robert had already dragged Jimmy 


inside the store. 


They emerged out of it with Jimmy clad in his new jacket. 


"See what | mean?" Robert smirked. Jimmy grunted in response 
"Don't tell me you didn't secretly want it, love," Robert giggled. "Now shall we go for dinner?" 

When they came back home, Jimmy put his arms around Robert and kissed him 

"Thank you for such a lovely day," Jimmy ruzzled his lover's throat. "But what was it for?" 

"Nothing, sweetheart" 

"| don't believe you," Jimmy chuckled. "You're on something and you're not telling me.” 

"| just wanted to treat you like a prince today." Robert cooed, ruming his fingers through Jimmy's hair. 
"You do it every day" 


"No, | wanted something more than that," Robert held Jimmy's gaze. "I wanted to show how much | love and 
appreciate you being in my life. Take it as a token of my gratitude." 


"Darling, you're too sappy," Jimmy pecked Robert on the lips. "I love you, too.” 
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Till death do us port.. 


2015. Jimmy woke up a fortnight before Christmas, tears rolling down his temples. He had a dream where he 
was floating away from everything he ever cherished. He saw Robert in his young self, gazing at him with 
melancholic eyes as he drifted away. Jimmy was desperately trying to hold on, to no avail. He woke up feeling 


incomplete, because then he realized he hadn't done the most important thing in his life. 


The next day, he scoured several shops until he found the perfect Christmas gift for Robert. The following 


days were spent in silent preparation. He couldn't let Robert know about it, because he hated spoilers. 

On Christmas morning, under the Christmas tree, the couple sat opening presents. Jimmy's heart leapt with 
anticipation with the unveiling of each present, his one would come at the last. When the time came, he drew a 
deep breath and prayed not to mess it up. 


"Robert," Jimmy called softly. 


"Yes, Jimmy?" Robert looked up grinning, his heart happy from his presents. His blue eyes were brighter than 
ever, even after all this years. He's so beautiful, Jimmy thought. 


"Do you ever think," Jimmy swallowed the lump in his throat. "Of dying, feeling incomplete?" 

Robert blinked. "What's the matter, love?" 

Its just that," Jimmy closed his eyes, trying to resist the tears. "| had a dream a little while ago, where | was 
dying. | saw you, back when you were young, and you looked at me sadly. And then | realized | hadn't done 
something. That's why | tried hard to reach out and hold your hand, but | couldn't. 


"Then | woke up and | was crying. And | thought, what if | die tomorrow feeling like this? Then | looked at you, 


sleeping so peacefully and so beautifully, and | knew that | was a stupid not to see it coming for so long." 


Robert was puzzled. Jimmy fetched his gift in the secret place among the branches of the Christmas tree; a 
small, black velvet box. Robert felt like he was going to have a heart attack. 


"Robert Anthony Plant," Jimmy got down on one knee with teary eyes. "Will you marry me?" 

"Fucking yes!" Robert yelled without thinking twice, pulling Jimmy into his arms as they kissed passionately. 
Jimmy had got a posy ring with the inscription "Till deith depart". He slid the ring in Roberts ring finger as 
they both cried, and Jimmy felt young once again, when he was hopelessly in love with Robert. Back then, he 
couldn't have imagined that Robert, too, loved him. 


How times change, Jimmy mused. 
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Now you may kiss. 


4 January 20lb. When Robert walked in the aisle, Jimmy felt his knees weaken. Never in his life had he seen his 
soon-to-be husband look so ethereal. From then on everything else faded into the background as his own 
heartbeat pounded in Jimmy's ears. All he could see was Robert, all the love he had for him emanating from 
his every pore. He dreamily recited the vows, holding his husband's hand, Robert gently squeezing his fingers. 
He felt the cold metal of the wedding ring slide in his ring finger, and he did the same for Robert. 


"I can't believe I'm finally marrying him." Jimmy thought to himself. 
He finally tasted reality when Robert's lips were upon his own In an instant, all the bittersweet memories with 
Robert flashed behind Jimmy's closed eyelids. It was all too much. Warm tears wetted both of their faces as 


their lips remained locked. They were married now, after almost half a century. 


"By the way, happy birthday, husband" Robert murmured into the kiss. 


It was the best birthday ever. Now Jimmy could die in peace. 


